MISCELLANEOUS

flowers of bliss are blooming, and fragrance fills the
lovely land,, all manner of incense mingling in a far-
seen blaze on the altars of the gods continually/ But
better than any bald prose translation, or mistransla-
tion, is Tennyson's transfusion in Tiresias:

' These eyes will find

The men I knew, and watch the chariot whirl
About the goal again, and hunters race
The shadowy lion, and the warrior kings,
In height and prowess more than human, strive
Again for glory, while the golden lyre
Is ever sounding in heroic ears
Heroic hymns, and every way the vales
Wind, clouded with the grateful incense-fume
Of those who mix all odour to the Gods
On one far height in one far-shining fire.3
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